CHAPTER XIV

THE CAVALIER POETS

1

CHARLES IPs cavaliers, like Elizabeth's courtiers,
were poets more often than not. Often, no doubt, they
were bad poets : but the best of them have left a small
number of poems, mostly love-songs, whose polish and
charm have scarcely been equalled.

The chief of the Cavalier poets was not a cavalier at
all, but a Devonshire parson. Robert Herrick heartily
disliked the village of Dean Prior, of which he was
""vicar from 1629 till 1648. This was his farewell to
Deanbourn, a rude River in Devon, by which some-
times he lived.

Dean-bourn, farewell; I never look to see

Dean, or thy warty incivility.

Thy rocky bottom, that doth tear thy streams

And makes them frantic, ev'n to all extremes ;

To my content, I never should behold,

Were thy streams silver, or thy rocks all gold.

Rocky thou art; and rocky we discover

Thy men ; and rocky are thy ways all over.

0 men9 0 manners ; Now, and ever known

To be A Rocky Generation /

A people currish; churlish as the seas;

And rude (almost) as rudest Savages.

With whom I did, and may re-sojourn when

Rocks turn to Rivers, Rivers turn to Men.